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Comarques, Saturday, January nth.

Having given up all the work except " Observations " for the
New Statesman I came to Comarques on Saturday last, 4th inst.
with the intention of writing " Judith ", the play for Lilian
McCarthy, and finishing it before 7th February. I began it on
Sunday, 5th inst., and to-night, nth, I finished the first act.

Last year, in spite of the fact that I was engaged officially
at the M. of Information for 7 or 8 months, I wrote 165,700
words of my own stuff.

Comarques, Tuesday, January 2,8th.

I finished " Judith " yesterday at 7.30, having written it in
twenty-three days. I had several very slight headaches, but
no dyspepsia worth a damn. Nervous dyspepsia did give
indications of attacking me, but the mysterious and expensive
tablets which I got kept me in excellent order.

Comarques, Saturday, February 8th.

" Judith " was delivered yesterday week. On Tuesday Mar-
guerite met Lillah McCarthy, who nearly fell on her neck in
the street, from enthusiasm about the play. Eaton also wrote
to me that he was " violently enthusiastic " about it.

These two and old Drinkwater came to dinner at the new
flat on Tuesday last. Drinkwater said nothing good or bad
as to the play until late in the evening, when I asked him.

He then said indifferently that he liked it, but didn't care
much for the last act, or words to that effect.

Comarques, Sunday, February i6th.

I am chiefly occupied with the stage. I give a considerable
amount of time to the Lyric, Hammersmith, where money has
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